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Thanks for the contributions vihmakes putting a newsletter together
quite easy. Congratulations to Ken on completing 100 hdwastone. 80 of them on
the Mynd is my guess. More XC flying for you my boy!! Corsarations to Tony
Smith as his cherished Airwave Classic went and growryekeld at Eyam Edge which
would have been his first flight of the 07 season.

| have been on the hunt for a newer glider asrasty K4 becomes crusty. As
some of you already know, | test flew a Litespeed thatMynd. Here's what

An Irishman named O'Malley went to his doctor.
he doctor, after an examination, sighed and

aid, “I've some bad news. You have cancer, and
ou'd best put your affairs in order.”

‘Malley was shocked, but managed to compose

imself and walk into the waiting room, where

is son had been waiting.

"Well, son, we Irish celebrate when things are
good, and we celebrate when things don't go

ell. In this case, things aren’t well. I have

ancer. Let’s head to the pub and have a few
pints.”

After 3 or 4 pints, the two were feeling a little

less sombre. There were some laughs and more

beers. They were eventually approached by some

of O'Malley’s old friends, who were curious as to
hat the two were celebrating.

‘Malley told his friends they were drinking to his
mpending end. I have been diagnosed with
AIDS.”

he friends gave O'Malley their condolences, and
hey had a couple of more beers.

After the friends left, O'Malley’s son leaned over

and whispered, “Dad, I thought you said you
ere dying of cancer, and you just told your
riends you were dying of AIDS.”
'Malley said, “I don’t want any of them sleeping |§
ith your Mother after I'm gone.”

happened. I'd had 2 good flights and
started to de-rig. | had it standing on
the A frame, pointing into wind with

the nose tethered to a ground anchor.
As | unhooked the outer internal sprog,
the wing started to lift. With hindsight,

| shouldn't have panicked as it was still
tethered securely. I'd just witnessed
Tony Smiths Glider ground looping
just 2 weeks ago and with that fresh in
my mind, | grabbed the trailing edge at
the wing tip with my left hand (I'm

right handed) between batten pockets 9
and 10 and held on. Within a couple of
seconds the sail ripped about 12 inches
parallel with the trailing edge and 4
inches in. The wing didn't lift me off
the ground and even if it had | wouldn't
have held on. After speaking with
Steve Elkins and Simon Murphy, the
conclusion was that the sail must be
really tired. After thinking about what
Phil had told me about his flying, the

glider has probably got 20 years worth of UV exposuréecstin compared to the
amount of times | get my glider out. | gave him £150 to repas that was what |
was quoted by Steve Elkins and sheepishly gave him the gadér Better to find
these things out now rather than in the air!! Imagihatwthe stressed part of the sail
is like!!'! Maybe all gliders should have the Betts &stvell.



| then heard of Johnny Carr’s Airborne C2 14m whiaimsled perfect, but alas,
someone beat me to it. So now I'm after................ well youwiitjhave to wait and
seelll
The Dual glider has also made a rare outing at thedMiony “I only last 5
minutes” Smith took my wife Lesley and his daughter up fdua flight (but not at
the same time!) Many thanks for that. We must try ®iumore often. Steve, | hear
you’ve got a dual rating.............

Lesley on the dual
doing some ground
handling.

Tony coming into top land with his daughter.
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Hi guys,

The Winter's now over and Spring is here, the airteldl dried out and, thanks to
Nick, Phil and Norman, a tug is ready and permitted. Havebgen out over the
winter? Keeping current is known to be a "healthy optiod'lam sure you each want
to stay fit and healthy. So, as your Chairman, | féehity prerogative to kick your
arses and get you into the air this Spring before angwiytempt an epic XC, not
having flown since September. So, for those who havewnf consider yourselves
unable to sit down!

There are a couple of local new guys, on the cusp of@h¥s, hoping to aspire to
your sky-god status and to join either or both of the diabthe flying and fun. If

you see a couple of faces, bursting with enthusiasm @hdwll heads of hair, it's
probably Sam and Joe.

Hats off to Piers who has been to Spain for an aermtprefresher week. We will no
doubt be seeing his smiley mug out and about. We will ieéirly him on the exact
location of the hangers!

There is talk of going up to the lakes for a weekend aflynearry up's, epic scenery,
stunning flying and sheep shit.

There is also talk of flying in a foreign country. Scotlghis time at their aerotow
facility near Stirling (you know, Mel Gibson country) 8/S#ptember. See December
Skywings for pics etc.

Finally Barry has kindly started an e-group as a towgmrgan for communication,
opinions, publication of embarrassing moments, photos, egitsfland scurrilous
gossip. Please take the time to join and keep it clean.

That's all folks........ Yabba, Dabba, Do

Julian T.

Chairman’s Letter

27" March 07

The season is getting off to a very slow start fortrodsis this year, | have
heard of a few flights but those have been more gabgrihg than flights. | have been
ready with a number of others to go out and have beg¢ching the weather from
Wednesday onwards every week since the end of Februamtbuto luck. The
closest | came was last weekend that looked good ornyFaftiErnoon. | finish at
12.30 on Friday so | loaded the glider on the car and tdoknibrk. Pete Attley as
usual had skived off and was flying in the morning but withngfrconditions. | set
off after talking to Pete at 12.31 but just as | got toMd® Pete rang back and said
they were packing up as it had increased in strength. lodidntirely waste the
afternoon as | went over to Burton Dasset to watcbuple of guys | know test fly a
model sailplane on the hill. This thing only cost £30 and aslpéndestructible. The
Transmitter cost about £100 so | am thinking of buying onedarflyable days.

Other news: Piers has again offered to run the cluBBQrat his house in
late April. Many thanks in advance for that.

There will be a Parachute repacking evening on Frid2yAiril at 9 to 10.30 pm,

but health and bloody safety have got to Arley SpomsreeThey have declared that
if Arley want to use their perfectly safe pulley systéhat we use to lift each other up
into the air to throw our chutes, then they will n@especial certificate and that will
cost £250. We are one of the only groups to use it so Aaleyat justify the money.



This means that when you come along we will be abtegack the chute but we
cannot practice throwing the chutes. A bit of irony tHaalth and safety stop us from
practicing using safety equipment!. Anyway PLEASE, PLEAfBt, a way of
throwing your chute as we have often found that pilotdccnot “get it out” when
they tried to throw their chutes at the hall and wesh@ctified many potentially
useless parachute systems. Throw your chute with glmvesd your harness zipped
up, then bring it along for repacking.

How to reach the ‘Inn on the Green’ pub from the Long Mynd Mar 07

Oh how | yearn to be able to fly over that little pulhere | stood on take-off,
looking out over that patchwork of fields, feeling the Weéelg wind blowing in my
face and plotting how to reach that little village othex other side of the valley. Why
there you may ask? Well ...why not you may ask? Last, Reie and | camped out
there one week-end and joked that it would be possible doulpsiope in a field near
there and ever since | have been fixated in flying oeritin and getting back to the
Mynd. Never mind the further reaches of Corndon and tippe&stones that are the
targets of topless gliders and hot ship pilots. Never miomss-country dash over the
back; been there, done that; broke an upright and mdnadand at Marshbrook near
the A49. Think small and every little target reachedsseaping stone to the next.
Three times this year | have flown from thgnd and tried to hit my target. I've

tried a number of different approaches, all to no avail:

1) The Direct Approach
Take off then use whatever lift you can find on the rigigget as high as possible,
point the nose of the glider out toward the ‘Inn ba Green’, pull on VB and edge
forward toward target whilst listening to the constantpehg of your descending
Vario and clenching your buttocks. This is a test of ‘Bottd see how far out and
how low you can get before turning around and scuttling kathet safety of the
ridge.

2) The Sawtooth Approach
This is a variation of method 1) but trying to get a top-opfa thermal on the way.
This requires more technical skill than the Direct Agmtoand more ‘butt clenching’
as failure to core any small thermal out in front ofrilge can result in reaching
ground level even sooner than expected.

3) The Sneak Approach
Take off and fly down to either extreme end of the rifiderth or South), gain as
much height as possible and set off on a slow crosisapproach toward the target.
This takes even longer than either of the two appr@agbeve and requires great
patience to remember what your end goal is (to get tortheoh the Green’ and
back). This approach should never be attempted when titberasis a tendency to
become bored whence permanent sleep is then guarantiseslldhely jaunt since
your entire pilot mates are flying off elsewhere wonagwhat the hell that idiot is
up to. The panorama can be studied at length; ‘hey,ahahbuse has been re-
painted’, or ‘oh, there are more cows in that fielchtlest time’ or * where have all
those sheep gone ?'..... Eh, no we won't go there!nibst successful approach |
made using this method was from the North end. I'd gainedd=rasle height over
the ridge and headed out on my diagonal toward target. ¢@tting close to the road




to the village which runs parallel to the ridge, with taigegtight. Unfortunately, |
noticed that the land rose in a much smaller line ¢g bih my side and figured
rightly or wrongly that I could be descending into &e kide and rotor. Bottle went
and | rushed back to the ridge. So near but so far.

4) The ‘Mad Dash Con’ Approach

This is the opportunistic method. Forget all about the
target; just take off and enjoy your flying. Look for
thermal lift in the shape of large Cumulus and once
you get under one head upwards. But wait ....what
about the target? OK, head for the cloud edge nearest
to the ‘Inn on the Green’ .Keep focused as this
approach is quite a balance between getting sucked up
by a cloud at an alarming rate of knots and pulling the
base bar to your knees with the wind whistling past your, eduist trying to slide

over toward the target. | further complicated this bystirgy on taking an in-flight

shot of the cloud with a camera inconveniently locateékdinvmy harness (see

attached ...anything for the picture!).

Get this approach wrong, and you fall out ofliftheepressingly short of the
target with an alarming attack of the shakes, a despegateto get back to the safety
of the top of the hill and the need for a large dogBlo€ose whilst offering a quiet
prayer to the God's.

Has anyone got any other methods which | couklAHlysuggestions will be
gratefully received (apart from those which suggest | guiugra new glider!). |
can’t believe | need a topless glider just to reael Inn which Pete and you other
hot-ship pilots pass over with such ease and regulakiyt time your flying the
Mynd , look out to the West and spare a thought forgbat soul on his distinctive
Wills Wing XC glider flying out into the valley on his lolygask approaching the
deck faster than the Inn on the green is approaching .......

Krazy Ken




The Last Temptation of Mercian Hanaqgliding Club

Little did we know on that fateful night how much the lives of so many would be changed for ever. Let
me set the scene.

it was on a dark rain swept night, the wind was screaming forcing people of all walks of life to cling
together for comfort and guidance — or was it just there body heat. (the slippery road to hell ha ha).

Forcing my way through heavy bodies, some of which were carrying strange assortments of the devils
brew (two pints or lager and a packet of crisps please) | was then forced to watch and witness the
strangest event | have ever seen. The head priest, Tot Beelzebub Diablo Daniels or DB to his friends,
was caught looking down with what can only be described as a drooling wild eyed look of ecstasy
upon his flock.

Weicome, welcome to my den of pleasure.

I took his hand and shook i, at this moment a shock of pain travelled up my big left toe, around twice
where the sun doesn't shine.

FLASH BANG, race 13, dog 6, was hissed into my very soul. | snatched back what was left of my
smouidering stump, your mine all mine. With the grace of two drunken hippos, making love standing
up in a hammock, he pointed us out to our seating arrangements. After the initial shock had died
down | could not help but see the change in our beloved leader, the way his shoulders rolled, his
hands gingerly rubbing together, the white's of his eyes rolied totally up into his head and from the hot
steam slowly rising from his undersized jeans (that'll teach you to eat sticky toffee pud with no cream).
You could hear him begin to mutter the words, well | think they were words, cheater, cheater, cheater,
cheater and run you litle bugger mine, mine all mine.

At this point, all of his body flew in every direction you could think of, legs, ears, hair, were all in full
motion. His head did a 360 degree turn and pea soup went everywhere. A priest, a priest | called for,
the man is possessed, but this was to no avail. Steve, sun of Satan, was last seen running towards
the downstairs track booking office, cheater, cheater, cheater, was all you could him say as he ran
dwindiing into the distance. The affect was extremely contagious, coats, shirts, jumpers (not ancther
Christmas jumper) were pulied, shoved and steamed into. OH MY GOD THEY'RE ALL
POSSESSED.

| looked to the top table, all | could was an explosion of deep dark smoke arising from where Tot sat.
Only to reappear downstairs next to Steve and Gerry, another convert. (Did anyone notice that Tot
does not leave a reflection in any type of reflective surface, i.e. toilet mirrors, but that's another story
for ancther day.

The head waiter slithered over to our table, all the rest must be acted in the mode of any hairy small
hobbit-like troll and having your private bits smashed between two cricket bats, may | take your order
sir. | looked to Tot's table only to see him reappear hovering red-tipped soot blackened wings spread
out to totally enclose the biblical scene. With a cry cozing out of his brim stone fire filled gapping
muzzie he cried you're mine, mine all mine. At this moment, everything went very hot and pitch black.
| woke up to a large smash of dropping plates with the sound of fanfare for a common man by
Emerson Lake and Palmer which by the way is now our national anthem, the frenzy of betting really
got underway with cries of run forest run and give it some whip your mother was a tortoise, cheater,
cheater, cheater and much more, the heaving sweating bodies became the devilish frenzied dance of
lust with all inhibitions cast away | saw thing that night that chilled my very soul, Barclaycards, Visa
cards, American Express were tossed, thrown and skimmed, ripping people to shreds, people rubbing
and caressing betting slips, drooling zombie like states | even witnessed someone telling fortunes by
using the left over from the main course. My god it became so depraved | was dragged kicking and
screaming and was whipped into submission to join in.

With the rain and wind vibrating the windows the sounds of Emerson Lake and Palmer blasting away,
a deathly silence fell over the biblical scene of debauchery. At this point, Tot glided his legs never
moved once honestly over to our table. With nail sharp death like grip on my shoulder, when our eyes
met | swear just for one milli second his eyes went blood red and cat like, just like Terry Locke's on a



port binge. With a rasping voice he whispered, this is it Peter, race 13, dog 6. At this moment, time
stood still or it seemed to. Every movement was in slow motion. | looked down to see my race card
form an eerie green glow, race 13, dog 666. | blinked, Tot was back at his table with a look of
satisfied look of desire and a big smile. The wind stopped, the rain fell in slow motion, they were off.

The dogs burst out of the traps, chasing what looked like a rabbit from hell. On each dog rode a
demon action man doll whose face had been held too close to the gas fire, melted into an eye
watering G force look of horror. Round they ran, sparks flying off their feet. Out in front rode dog 666,
a good half length in front, around the last rain soaked sandy bend they came. With three feet to the
finishing line, dog 666 pulled back, just enough to come fourth tactically. The noise inside was totally
chaotic, screams, yells, gnashing of teeth, pulling of hair and banging of table tops. Oh my God this
has gone to far, can no-one see what is happening. 1look up to Tot's table, his wings spread out to
cover his disciples with cries of you're mine, mine, all mine.

The green haze cleared from my eyes and | dared to look up. Everything was as it shouid be, a great
night out at Hall Green dog racing. Nothing out of place at all. The lights were turned up, not a thing
had changed. Everyone had big smiles and was wishing everyone else a safe journey home, to
which my better-half said it's time to go, Peter, Peter are you OK. Where have you been all night, this
| could not answer to this day, six hours, six minutes and six seconds are still lost to me. The memory
of that night still haunts my dreams, red cat like eyes and strong smeill of brimstone and a taste of
soot linger with me. You're mine, mine, ali mine.

To this day, i still shake and shiver and prefer not to look behind my right ear fo find the branded
dreaded numbers. My god, what did | witness that night, new converts, new gliders being ordered,
how much for your daughters spoken in a strong Mexican accent. This can only end in tears. | write
this story while a fraction of my sanity still exists from a warm padded cell, while aating my lunch.
Hard crunchy things with a soft centre. THE TRUTH 1S OUT THERE.

Gibbering Pete Attley

Next editions.

The Story of Cruises for Two by Binyonoa (fully booked)

Of Course It'll Be Flyable Tomorrow by The Three Wise Men

Judas Iscariot Weather Predictions
Flying Wave by S.A M. Delilah

April Duty officer

Kevin Casserley 01543 416385

May

Dave Barker Mkl (H)01453 889214 (M) 07762 228464
For sale

Laminar 155 for sale, Good condition, 8 years old. Used mainly on aerotow for seasons 2003-
4. Not flown since Aug 04. Handles better than a Combat or Litespeed. £600.
Simon Todd 07730 423880.

Avian Cheetah. 18 months old, good condition with extra’s. £2850 ono
Jeremy Byrne 0121 705 5718



Bob returned from a doctor’s visit one day and told
his wife Alma that the doctor said he only had 24
haurs to live.

Wiping away her tears, he asked her to make love
to him.

Of course she agreed and they made passionate
love. Six hours later, Bob went to her again and
said, “Honey now | only have 18 hours left to live,
Maybe we could make love again?”

Alma agreed and again they made love. Later, Bob
was getting into bed when he realized he now had
only eight hours of life lett. He touched Alma’s
shoulder and said, “Honey? Please? Just one more
time before | die.”

She agreed, then afterward she rolled over and fell
asleep. Bob, however, heard the clock ticking in his
head, and he tossed and turned until he was down
to only four more hours.

He tapped his wife on the shoulder to wake her up.
“Honey, | only have four hours left! Could we.....7
His wife sat up abruptly, turned to him and said,
“Listen Bob, | have to get up in the morning! You
don’t!”

Pierre, a brave French fighter pilot, takes his girlfriend,
Marie, out for a pleasant little picnic by the River Seine
It's a beautiful day, and love is in the air. Marie leans
over to Pierre and says: “Pierre kiss me!” Qur hero
grabs a bottle of Merlot wine and splashes it on Marie”
Lips. ‘What are you doing, Pierre?” says the startled
Marie. “I am Pierre the fighter pilot! When | have red
meat, | have red wine!” She smiles and they start
kissing.

When things began to heat up a little, Marie says,
“Pierre, kiss me lower.”

Qur hero tears her blouse open, grabs a bottle of
Chardonnay and starts pouring it all over her breasts.
“Pierre! What are you doing?” asks the bewildered
Marie. “I am Pierre the fighter pilot! When | have white
meat, | have white wine!”

They resume their passionate interlude and things
really steam up.

Marie leans close to his ear and whispers, “Pierre, kiss
me lower!™ Our hero rips off her underwear, grabs a
bottle of Gognac, and pours it in her lap. He then
strikes a match and sets it on fire. Marie shrieks and
dives into the river.

Standing waist deep in the water, Marie throws her
arms upwards and screams furiously, “Pierre, what in
the hell do you think you're doing?”

Our hero stands up, defiantly, and says, “l am Pierre
the fighter pilot! When | go down, | go down in flames!”







